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J. The Jovial Gameſter; or 
Matitcr of none. | 
Il. Une young Man's deſire; or, the Maid's reſolutiop. 


II. The Beiray'd Maid: 


IV. A New Song. bu. | 
. The Craity Maid out-witted by the old Fortens- 


Teller. 
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The Jovial Gameſters GARL AU 
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Sandy Crcſs, a Man of all Irades. 


Y Father”; 5 a Minifter and Tives in the 3 tic 
He wins his Bread by the Wind of his Mouth 11 f 
And I myſelt a Jolly Dragoon nd 


1 kiſs the Laſſes in e own. 
wo | 198 is, & | 


ka 


My Name's Sandy . | rn never deny, nd 
And once I was a clev ma. | Boy; 
Now I'm turn'd a Tory inde | Ia 


There” s fifty broad Pieces bidden for my old Head, &. plea 


ſel] 
My Bre ther flengb, ii that he was here, ; id 
We mould have a Bottle of Strong Beer ; 

And every Ale-houſe that we do go by, I at 
We will mak : our generous Money to fly, Se. * 

7 
| I am 2 Taylor, a cunning young Rogue, lad! 
And many braw Petticoat I have made; | [ a1 
take my Meaſure from Top to Toe, caſt 
And I ſtitch in the Middle in will have it ſo, e. om 


am 2 Blackſmith, the King of good Fellows, 


1 ſtand by wy Studdy, my Man blows the Bellow: 
Mx Iron is good, and ſo is my Steel, 
And all my Delighi's in a Glaſs of good Ale, &c. 


EE 1 am 2 Writer, a Gentleman born, 
My Paper, Pen, and my Ink- horn; 


. 


„ My paper and Pen, I take for to write, 
fro kiſy a young Lady is all my D De. 


174 1 am a Miller, a Miller I am, 

caſt of my Breeches to wade the Mill damn: 
lay my Stones both cunning and fly, 

nd 1 gather my Moulter about the Munter, Se. 


1 am 2 Butcher, à Butcher ſo good, 
th, | Rick 2 young Giffer, and draw no Blood; 


uti in tick her, ['11 prick her, aud make her to thrive, 


\nd come back the next Morning and her alive, Ye. 


& | am a Shoemaker, and one of the beſt, 
\nd when I want Leather J am ſadly oppreſi; 
he Maids in this own ttiey're cunning and ſtee, 
nd they lend their Leather a ſtitch. to me, He 


I am a Drover, I drive every Year, 
(pleaſe my Cuſtomers with good Geer; 
ſel] a cheap Pennyworth when | am in Bee, 
ad that goes make my Cuſtomers glad, Se 


I am a Shepherd, à Shepherd 1 am, 
[Pave two Weathers, and one Kam; 
[ly Ram he is bold, he goes in before, 
nd leaves the twWo Weatde rs to rap at the Door, e. 


lam a Fiſher, a Fiſher | am, 

calt my Line into the Mill dam; - 
Se. ome ſhe early. or come ſhe late, 

| whip her up in the ſtanding Gate, Se. 
8, 


ow: I am a poor Pedlar, carry the Pack, 

arry ſuch Things as young Ladies do lack; 
Pc, feedles and Pins, and Cinnamon ſtrong, 

y ordinary Ginger i is nine Inches long, De. 


am a Gauger, 2 Gucegerl am. 
MRuage with a Meaſur that's ten Inches long ; 


The 


t & 2 
The Maids io this Town has raifed this Report, 
Aud ſays that my Meatyte is tht ee Inches too ſhore, 59. 


lam a Footman, 1 walk by the Road, 

Wen I m*er a young Lady I give her a Nod; 

1 kiſs her, I clap her, Ilye by her Side, 

Aad whea I am weary lll jump on and ride, Ge. 


I am 2 Ship Carpenter, I work in the Dock, 
need not a Line to cut out my work; 

My work is cut out before I begin, 

I need not a Hammer to drive it in, Ne. 


lam 2 Glazier, and one of the belt, 
FT take Out my Diamonds to cat out my Glaſs; 
And wen I m-er with «pretty young Laſs, 
I cannot avoid giving ner a gaod Glas. 
ith 4 Fal la, Ge. 


e young Man's Defire: Ot, tbe 2 ſa: ids Reſolution. 


(EPS come, my dear Nymph, now fince Na- 
ture ſcems gay, 


To yon may Groves let us ſtraight take the Way, 


And taſte all the Pleaſures that Love can deſire, 
And talk of ſweet Love, and of its ſtrong Fire. 


Sir, de not fo haſty, for us Country Maids 
Are often deluded by London fine Blades; 


How many poor Girls have been ruined by you, 
And ever hereatter dave Cauſe for to rue. 


J will take you to London and deck you fo fine, 
hat you thall the brighteſt of Ladies ouiftiine ; 
There ride in your Coach to the Park.or the Play, 
All glittering in Damasks that outſhine the Day. 


No, I do abhoy ſuch a ſcandalous Life, 
n be no Men“ $ Whore, bur an houeſt Man's Wife: 


4 Tho“ 


( 15-8) 
Tho! I'm poor 1 am honeſt, l'm not ro be fold, 
o pray take away both yourſelf and your Gold. 


0 deateſt do not look ſo meanly on me. 

For no Harm on my Honour mar happen to thee; 8 

For here's Gold that ye all rings, and Silver great 
| Store, 


and when chat is gone LI. ſupply thee wich mote. 


c * 
TA 
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V1! truſt not yOu! Honour, your Gold 1 deſpiſe, 
My Vutue aboye all Temptacions I priſe; 
Tho* Pm poor l am honeſt, and not to be ſold, 

0 pray take away both yourſelf and your Gold 


O hait en, O haſten, and fil my fond Arms, 
What Joys can be equal with your iovely Charms; 
do do not be freiting, but love and comply, 

And then I will love you till the Day that you die. 


The Betrayd Maid. 


ISTEN bete a white, a Story I will tell, 
Of a Maiden which lately fell; 


it's of a pretty Maid, who was detray 'd, 
And ſent to Virgisio, &c. 


It's on à Bed of Eaſt, to lye down when l oteaſk, 
In the Land of fait England ©; 


But on a Bed of Straw, they lay ine down full low, 


ife? 
"no? 


And alas! I'll be weary, weary O, iv 


even Years i ſerv'd to Captain Cub Laird, 


In the Lands of Virginie, 


And ae molt cruelly fold me to Masam Gay, 


And alas! lit be weary, weary O, Oe. 


His Billets from the Woods upan our Backs 2orh bri: 18s 
In the Land of Virgin ; i 
end 


1 
And Water from the Spring upon our Heads we bring 
And alas! Ill be weary, weaty O, 128 


Oar Maſter he doth Rand with a Laſh in his Hand, 
Crying, Come Boys, come away; 

We mult not (tay to gang, but away we do run, 
And alas! Pl! be weary, weary O, Sc. 


Our Lady goes to Meat, when we have nothing to eat” 
In the Land of Virgazio; 

At every meal of Meet they laſh us with a Whip, 
And alas! Iil be weary, weary O, c. 


Our Lady goes to walk, we mult be at her Back, 
In the Land of Virginio ; - 


And when the Babe doth weep, we muſt lull it to ſleep, 


Aud alas! I'll be weary, weary O, &. 


I have no Company but the ſilly Spider Fly, 

In the Land of Virginie; 
Ap down below my Bed, where ſhe works her tender 
And alas! Il} be weary, weary O, &. (Web, 


'Tis needleſs for me to think of my Liberty, 

From the Land of Virginio; 
We're watched Night and Day, for fear werun away, 
And alas! V1 be weary, weary O, &c- 


 We'reyoked to the Plough, and wearied ſore enough, 
In the Land of V:rgizro; 

With the yoke about * neck, my back is like to breas 
And alas! Iii be weary, weary O, &c. 


If it were my Chance o!d England to advance, 


com the Land of Virginie; 
ever more would 1 be a Slave to. Madam Cay, 


And alas! I'll be weary, weary O, &c. 


- 


E 
A New Song. 


VER Hills and over Dales, 
Tis over pleafant Vallies; 
When my true Love was kept from me, 
It was out of Spite and Malice, 
went inte her Uncle's Houſe, | 
1 Thinking to find my Sweeting; 
The Aniwer was, there is none ſuch here 
Which cauſed my Heart's grieving. 
My true Love hearing of my Voice, 
Locking out of the Window; 
p, Fain would I have thy ſweet Company, 
But the Locks and Bolts do hinder. 
I ſtood amazed for a while, 
All in an angry Humour: 
et | My Paſſion flew, my Sword I drew, 
* And through the Houſe did venture. 
| I took my true Love by the Hand, 
My Sword all in the other; 
To | All you young Men that loves ſo true; 


4] 


Take one and fight the other. 
Now my true Love I have gain'd, 
1 All my Sword and Valour: 
Now we do lead a happy Life, 

There's few that can us feilow ; 

In Spight of cruel! Parents dear, 
| e live and do dely them. 


: Tv N 2 


___ 
The Crafty Mad ont-witted by the old Fortune - Toller. 
Here was an old Aſtrologer that did at Re ading dwell, 
2 fortelling of Aſtroſo y ail others did excel; 
Where many a pretty Laſs o this old Man wou d go. 
Each of them being williog thei; Fortune for to know, 


© Amongſt the reſt a brisk young Laſs into his Lodging went, 
And for o have her Fortune told it was her foll intent: | 

Then askiag for her the cunning Man, antwer to her was made, 

He is up Stairs in the Chamber, pray salli him down ſhe ſai. 


And whenthat he came down ſhe unto him did fay, 
L hear that you do Fortunes tell, can you tel! mine I pray; 
and if you tell me rrue, ou pav you wel} ſaid jhs : S 
Neoquettioa bu: 1 can tai Maid, pray walk up Stairs with me. 


I will not walk up Stairs ſhe ſaid with any Man indeed, 
And ſeem'd to have fuch Modelty as tho! ſhe'd been a Maid: 

Re ſides, kind Sir, l am ia Haite, and thought not to have ſtaid, 
Pray be as mindful as you can, I'm bu: a Servant Maid. | 


| When he ſtood up and paus'} a while; Hs Skin began torife, 
And ſteadfaſtly look'd her upon, and made her this Ropl, x 
You fay you ate aServan!, bu: | fad you are no Maid; 
'Tis Time ſweetheart that you were wed, you have the 
Wan:on play's 3 
O haw ſhe ſtampꝰd for ſhame, hearing of what he fad, 
Bur ſtill ſhe boldly anſwer'd, and ſaid ſhe was a Mid: 
Deoy it not ſaid be, for this you know is true, | 
Lao lay with your Maſter not many Nights ago. 


Oh how {h« ſtamp'd and ſwore ſhe would her Maſte- bring, 
To wi-nei's for himſelf and her that it was no fuch Thing: 
ſo ſweat and lie fair Maid, it makes your Caſe the worſe ; 
You know te gave you hal a Crown, you have it in your purſe 


She fi ncing him ſo poſi-ive, ſhe could not it deny, 
But yet ſar bpld'y anfwer't him, and made bim this Reply 
inderd rind Sir Tama Mail, aud hope ſo totem iin; 5 CY | 
"Sis 11409 be bad my Maiden 


A but be gave it mein. 
"PS 


